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To His Gn ac the 


Duke of DoRS Er. 


Y Verſe is Satire; Doxs r, lend your Ear; 


And patronize a Muſe You cannot fear. 
To Poets ſacred is a DorxsET's Name, 
Their wanted Paſſport thro' the Gates of Fame; 
bor It Bribes the partial Reader into Praiſe, 
And throws a Glory round the ſhelter'd Lays ; 
The dazzled Judgment fewer Faults can ſec, 
And gives Applauſe to B—e, or to Me. 
But Youdecline the Miſtreſs we purſue ; 
Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of Lou. 
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IssTRUCTIVE Satire, true to Virtue's Cauſe! 
Thou ſhining Supplement of publick Laws! | 
| When Flatter d Crimes of alicentious Age 
| 
: 
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Reproach our Silence, and demand our Rage; 
When Purchas d Follies from each diſtant Land, 

| Like Arts, improve in Britain's skiltul Hand; 
Whenthe Law ſhews her. Teeth, but dares not bite, 
| And South. ſea Treaſures are not brought to light; 
| 

| 
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When Churchmen Scripture for the Claſſics quit, 

Polite Apoſtates from God's Grace to Wit; 

When Men grow Great from their Revenue ſpent, 

And fly from Bailiffs into Parliament; 5 
Whendying Sinners, to blot out their Score, 

Bequeath the Church the Leavings of a Whore; 

| Tochafe our Spleen when Themes like theſe increaſe; 

Shall Panegyrick reign, and Cenſure ceaſe? 

| SHALL Poeſy, like Law, turn wrong to right, 

' And Dedications waſh an Æthiop white, 
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Set up each ſenſeleſs Wretch for Nature's Boaſt, & 
On whom Praiſe ſhines as Trophies on a Poſt ? 2 
| Shall Funeral Eloquence her Colours ſpread, ; ” 
And ſcatter Roſes on r Dead? 1 Ex 
| Sen | 
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Shall Authors ſmile on theſe illuſtrious Days, 
And ſatirize with nothing-—but their Praiſe ? 
T War ſlumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful Train, 
Nor hears that Virtue, which he loves, complain? 
Donne, Dorſet, Dryden, Rocheſter are dead, 
And Guilt's chiet Foe in Addiſon is fled; 
Congreve, who crown'd with Lawrels fairly won, 
Sits ſmiling at the Goal while Others run, 
He will not write; and (more provoking ſtill!) 
Ye Gods! He will not write, and Mævius will, 

DovsLy diſtreſt, what Author ſhall we find 
Diſcreetly Daring, and ſeverely Kind, 
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The Courtly * Romar's ſhining Path to tread, 
And ſharply ſmile prevailing Folly dead ? 

Will no ſuperior Genius ſnatch the Quill, 
And ſave me, on the Brink, trom writing Ill? 
Tho' vain the Strite, I'll ſtrive my Voice to raiſe, 
What will not Men attempt far ſacred Praiſe ? 


Tur Love of Praiſe, howe'er conceal'd by Art, 
Reigns more, or leſs, and glowsin every Heart: 
The Proud to gain it toils on Toils endure, 

The Modeſt ſhun it, but to make it ſure, 


* Horace, 
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O'er Globes, and Scepters, now, on Thrones it ſwells, 
Now, trims the Midnight Lampin College-cells. 

Tis Tory, Whig ; it Plots, Prays, Preaches, Pleads, 
Harangues in Senates, Squeaks in Maſquerades, 

Here, to Sie's Humour makes a bold Pretence, 
There, bolder aims at P-— y's Eloquence, 

It aids the Dancer's Heel, the Writer's Head, 

And heaps the plain with Mountains of the Dead; 
Norends with Life; butnods in fable Plumes, 
Adornsour Heric, and Flatters on our Tombs, 


Wnar is not Proud? The Pimp is proud to tec 

So many like himſelf in high Degree: 

The Hhoreis proud her Beauties are the Dread 

Of peeviſh Virtue, and the Marriage- bed; 

And the brib'd Cuckold, like crown'd Victims born 
To {laughter, glories in his Gilded Horn, 

Sox go to Church, Prod humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went: 
One way they look, another way they ſteer, 

Pray to the Gods; but would have Mortals hear; 
And when their Sins they ſet ſincerely down, 
They'll find that their Religion has been One. 
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Orurns with wiſhful Eyes on Glory look, 


When they have got their Picture tow'rds a Book, 
Or pompous Title, like a gawdy Sign 


Meant to betray dull Sots to wretched Wine. 


If at his Title T-— had dropt his Quill, 
might have paſt for a great Genius ſtill; 
But T-— alaſs! (excuſe him, it you can) 
Isnow a Scribler, who was once a Man, 
Iurxious fomea Claſſic Fame demand, 
For heaping up with a laborious Hand 
A Waggon-load of Meanings for one Word, 
While 4's depos'd, and B with Pomp reſtor'd. 
Soi for Renown on Scraps of Learning doat, 
And think they grow Immortal as they Quote. 
To Patch-work learn d Quotations are ally'd, 
Both ſtrive to make our Poverty our Pride, 
On Glaſs how witty is a noble Peer? 
Did ever Diamond coſta Man ſo dear? 
Polit Diſeaſes make ſome Ideots vain, 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 
On Death-beds ſome in conſcious Glory lye, 
Since of the Doctor in the mode they die; 


Whoſe wond'rous Skill is, Headſman-like, to knov⸗ 
For better Pay to give a ſurer Bloyy, 


4 2 7 | 
Or Folly, Vice, Diſeaſe, Men proud we ſee; 
And (ſtranger ſtill!) of Blockhead's Flatter y, 


Whoſe Praiſe detames; as if a Fool ſhou'd mean 
By ſpitting on your Face to make it clean. 
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Nox is't enough all Hearts are ſwoln with Pride, 
Her Power is mighty, as her Realm is wide. 
What can ſhe not per form? The Loyeot Fame 
Made bold Alphonſus his Creator blame, 
Empedocles hurl'd down the burning Steep, 


And (ſtronger ſti]l!) made Alexander weep. 

Nay, it holds Delia from a fecond Bed, 

Tho' her lov*d Lord has four half Months been dead. 
Tnis Paſſion witha Pimple have I ſeen 


Retard a Cauſe, and give a judge the Spleen. 
By this inſpir'd (O! ne'er tobe forgot) 


Some Lords have learnt to Spell, and ſome to Knot, 


It makes Globoſe a Speaker in the Houſe; 

He hems, and is deliver'd of his Mouſe; 

It makes Dear Self on well-bred Tongues prevail, 
And I the Little Hero of each Tale. 


S1cK with the Love of Fame what Throngs pour in, 
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Unpeople Court, aud leave the Senate thin? 
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My growing Subject ſeems but juſt begun, 
And, Chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 

Aid me, great Homer! with thy Epic Rules 
To take a Catalogue of Britiſh Fools. 

Satire, had I thy Dorſes's Force divine, 

A Knave, or Fool ſhou'd periſh in each Line; 
Tho' for the Firſt all Weſtminſter ſhould plead, 
And for the Laſt all Greſham intercede. 


Becin. Who firſt the Catalogue ſhall grace? 
To Quality belongs the higheſt Place. 
My Lord comes forward; forward let him come! 
Ye Vulgar! at your Peril give him room: 
He ſtands for Fame on his Forefathers Feet, 
By Heraldry prov'd valiant, or diſcreet, 
With what a decent Pride he throws his Eyes 
Above the Man by three Deſcents leſs Wiſe? 
It Virtues at his noble Hands you crave, 
You bid him raiſe his Fathers trom the Grave. 
Men ſhould preſs forward in Fame's glorious Chace, 
Nobles look backward, and ſo loſe the Race. 


Lr high Birth triumph! What can be more great ? 


Nothing but Merit in a low Eſtate, 
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To Virtue's humbleſt Son let none prefer 
Vice, tho deſcended from the Conqueror. 
Shall Men, like Figures, paſs for high, or baſe, 
Slight, or important, only by their Place? 
Tit es are Marks of Honeſt Men, and Wile; 
The Fool, or Knave that wears a Title, lies. 
Tuxx that on glorious Anceſtors inlarge, 
Produce their Debt inſtead of their Diſcharge. 
Dorſet, let tlioſe who proudly boaſt their Line, 
Like thee, in worth Hereditary ſhine, 


V air as falſe Greatneſs is, the Muſe muſt own 
We want not Fools to buy that Briſtol Stone. 
Mean Sons of Earth, who on a Sonuth- ſea Tide 
Of full Succeſs ſwam into Wealth, and Pride, 
Knock witha Purſe of Gold at Anſtis' Gate, 
And beg to be Deſcended from the Great. 

Wurd Men of Infamy to Grandeur ſoar, 
They light a Torch to ſhew their Shame the more. 
Thoſe Governments which curb not Evils, Cauſe; 


And arich Knave's a Libel on our Laws, 


BELUS with {ol d Glory will be crown'd ; 


He buys no Phantom, no vainempty Sound, 
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But Builds himſelf a Name; and to be great, 

Sinks in a Quarry an immenſe Eſtate; 

In Coſt and Grandieur Ch do heil out- do, 

And, B ton, thy Taſte is not ſo true. 

The Pile is finiſht, every Toil is paſt, 

And full Perfection is arriv d at laſt; 

When lo! my Lord to ſome ſmall Corner runs, 

And icaves State-rooms to Strangers, and to Duns, 
Tut Man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay, 

Provides a Home from which to run away. 

In Britain what is many a ivfdly Scat 


But a Diſcharge in full tor an Eſtate? 


In ſmaller Compaſs lies Pygmalion's Fame; 
Not Domes, but Antique Statues are his Flame, 
Not F---t—#z's{clt more Parian Charms has known; 
Nor is good P Ae , more in love with Stone. 
The Bailiff's come (rude Men, prophanely bold!) 
And bid him turn his Venus into Gold. 
„ No, Sirs, he crys, I'll ſooner rot in Jail. 
Shall Grecian Arts be truckt for Engliſh Bail?“ 
Such Heads might make their very Buaſto's laugh, 


His Daughter ſtarves, but * Cleopatra's fate, 
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Men overloaded with a large Eſtate 
May ſpill their Treaſure in a nice Conceit ; 
The Rich may be polite, but Oh! *tis fad 
To ſay you're curious, when we ſwear you're mad, 


By your Revenue meaſure your Expence, 
And to your Fundsand Acres join your Senſe! 
No Man is bleſt by Accident, or Gueſs, 

True Wiſdom is the Price of Happireſs; 

Yet few without long Diſcipline are ſage, 

And Youth does only lay up Sighs for Age. 


But how, my Muſe, canſt thou reſiſt ſo long 
The bright Temptation of the Courtly Throng, 
Thy moſt inviting Theme? the Court affords 
Much Food for Satire, it abounds in Lords. 

* What Lords are thoſe ſaluting with a grin? ? 
One is juſt out, and One as lately in. 

* How comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide 

On both their Brows an equal ſhare of Pride ? ® 
Pride, that impartial Paſſion, reigns thro all, 
Attendsour Glory, nor deſerts our Fall. 

As in its Home, it triumphs in High- place, 


And frowns a haughty Exile in Diſgrace. 
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j Some Lords it bids admiretheir Wands ſo white, 
Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their raviſht Sight; 
5 Some Lords it bids reſign, and turns their Wands, 
Like Moſes, into Serpents in their Hands. 

' Theſe ſink, as Divers, for Renown; and boaſt 
With Pride inverted of their Honours loſt. 

But againſt Reaſon ſure tis equal Sin 

To boaſt of meerly being out, or in. 


Wnar Numbers, Here, thro' odd Ambition ſtrive 

To ſeem the moſt tranſported Things alive? 

As if by Joy Deſert was underſtood, 
And all the Fortunate were Wiſe, or Good. 
Henceaching Boſoms wear a Viſage gay, 
And ſtifled Groans frequent the Ball, and Play. 
Compleatly dreſt by“ Monteuil and Grimace, 
They take their Birth- day Suit, and Publick Face 
heir Smiles are only part of what they wear, 
Put off at Night with Lady B—'s Hair. 
+ Whatbodily Fatigue is halt ſo bad? 

Wich anxious Care they labour to be glad. 


Wnar Numbers, Here, would into Fame advance, 
Conſcious of Merit in the Coxcomb's Dance? 


A Famous Taylor, 
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The Tavern! Park! Aſſembly! Mask, and Play! 

Thoſe dear Deſtroyers of the Tedious Day: 

That Wheel of Fops! that Saunter ot the Town ! 

Call it Diverſion, and the Pill goes down ; 

Fools grin on Fools, and Steic- lixe, ſupport 

Without one Sigh the P. caſures ot a Court. 

Courts can give nothing to the Wiſe, and Good, 

But ſcorn of Pomp, and Love of Solitude. 

High Stations Tumult, but not Bliſs create, 

None think the Great unhappy but the Grcat; 

Fools gaze, and envy; Envy darts a Sting. 

Which makesthe “ wainas wretched as the King. 
Ixdvx none their Pageantry, and Show, 

I envy none the Gilding of their Wo. 

Give me, indulgent Gods ! with mind ſerene, 

And guiltleſs Heart to range the ſylvan Scene. 

No ſplendid Poverty, no ſmiling Care, 

No well-bred Hate, or ſervile Grandeur There; 

There pleaſing Objects uſeſul Thou ghts ſuggeſt, 

The Senſe is raviſnt, and the Soul is bleſt; 

On every Thorn delightful Wiſdom grows, 

In every Rill a ſweet Inſtruction flows: 

But ſome unheedful hear the whiſp'ring Ri!l, 

In ſpight of ſacred Leiſure Blockheads {till : 
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Nor ſhoots up Folly to a nobler Bloom 


— — - - = * 
r 


In her one native Soil the Drawing- room. 


Tue Squire is Proud to ſee his Cour ſer Strain, 
Cr well-breath'd Beagles {weep along the Plain. 
Say, dear Hippolitus, (whole drink is Ale, 
Whoſe Erudition is a Chriſtmas-tale, 
Whoſe Miſtreſs is ſaluted with a Smack, 
And Friend receiv'd with Thumps upon the Back) 
When thy ſleek Gelding nimbly leaps the Mound, 
And Ring wood opens on the tainted Ground, 
Is that thy Praile? Let Ringwood's Fame alone, 
4 Juſt Ringwood leaves each Animal his own, 

Nor envies when a Gypſy You Commit, 
And ſhake the clumſy Bench with Country Wit; 
When you the dulleſt of dull Things have ſaid, 
And then ask pardon for the Jeſt you made. 
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Hee breath, my Muſe! and then thy Task renew, 
Ten thouſand Fools unſung are ſtill in View, 


Fewer Lay-athciſts made by Church-debatesz 
Fewer Great Beggars fam d for large Eſtates; 
Ladies, whoſe Love is conſtant as the Wind; 


Cits, who preter a Guinea to Mankind; 
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Fewer the Lords do Ser pe that humbly bend; 

Fewer the Shocks a Stateſman gives his Friend. 
Is there a man o an eternal Vein, 

Who lulls the Town in Winter with his ſtrain, 

At Bath in Summer chants the reigning Laſs, 

And ſvzeetly whiſtles as the Waters paſs? 

Is there a Tongue, like Delta's o'er her Cup, 

That runs for Ages without winding up ? 

Is there, whom his Tenth Epic mounts to Fame # 

Such, and ſuchonly might exhauſt my Theme; 

Nor would theſe Heroes of the Task be glad; 

For who can write ſo faſt as Men run mad. 
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